My dad told me an interesting story 
the other day. It seems that when I 
was a little girl, my dad, who is a 
house-painter, was working on a 
house in Hampstead. He used to 
talk to a young man who lived 
nearby. It wasn’t until later on, 
when he had become famous, that 
my dad realised that this young 
man’s name was David McCallum. 
Kim Elkington, 

Edenbridge. 


I thought perhaps readers would be 
interested to know that my father 
has made a suit for Illya. He is a 
tailor and has made clothes for many 
famous people. Naturally I am an 
Illya fan and so are the rest of the 
family 


Gillian Lenaerts, 
London, S.W.4. 


I’m'sure lots of you must have come into 
contact with famous stars and person- 
alities. If you'd like to share ‘your 
anecdote, I’d love to hear about it. 


DAS KINKS 


I have just come back from a holiday 
in Germany where we visited Berlin 
and Munich. I was surprised to find 
that the juke boxes there are all 
crammed with British records. I was 
always under the impression that hit 
records were translated into German 
and then recorded by German 
groups, but this isn’t so. I don’t 
know how much they understand of 
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(HAVE YOU EVER MET A 


Summer is a-coming in, and ! 
hope that all the tempting 
distractions it brings won't 
stop you from writing to me. 
Remember that ten shillings 
will buy 20 ice creams... and 
ten shillings is what you getif 
your letter is printed. Write to 
me at the NEW ADDRESS 


below, listing 


your six 


favourite features in order of 
preference at the bottom of 
your letter. 


WRITE TO: 


LADY PENELOPE, Ashentree Court, 18-19 


Whitefriars Street, 


London, E.C.4. (Comps.). 


If you would like a postal reply, please enclose a 
stamped, addressed envelope. 


the Rolling Stones, but they seem 
to like The Beatles (of course!) and 
The Kinks. 
Janet Levin, 
Basingstoke. 


SNIP-IT! 


I have got long hair, and there is a 
girl in my class who disapproves of 
it. We were talking the other day and 
she said the teachers should tell me 
to have it cut, I like my hair long, I 
think it suits me, and I think it’s 
none of her business. 


Jane Stanley, 
Witney. 


Quite right ! 


eS ah 


EXPENSE ACCOUNT 


I receive 10 shillings a week pocket 
money. This may sound a lot but 
out of this I have to pay §/- dinner 
money at school and 2/6 bus fare. 
That leaves me with 2/6. Out of this 
I buy LADY PENELOPE and a 4d. 
stamp for the competition. That 
leaves me with 1/7 for any other 
stamps I need. I am twelve years 
old, and I don’t think this is fair. 


Pauline McGregor, 
Aberdeen. 


Tt is a very difficult problem, assessing 
how much pocket money is fair. Perhaps 
other readers would like to reveal their 
incomes, and their comments on the 


‘Pocket Money War.’ 


A sea-lion in the fountains at 
Trafalgar Square? There’s no guar- 
antee that Nanouk, appearing by 
kind permission of Bertram Mills 
Circus, will be performing there again 
.. . but FAB Club has lined up some 
other exciting events happening this 
summer up and down the country ! 
Full details are on page 15. 


DOG TIRED 


Our dog has a very special way of 
going to sleep. When he is sleepy he 
just lies on his back with his "feet 
poised in the air and nods off. 


Margaret Raine, 
Durham. 


ROUND TWO 


Up to now, everyone has been 
giving advice on how to beat up big 
brothers. But what I want to know 
is how to stop little brothers beating 
up older sisters. My brother often 
flies into a temper and I’m the one 
he takes it out on. When he means to 


hurt someone, he really does, and 
I’ve the bruises to prove it. The 
trouble is, if I hit him back he starts 
crying and runs to mum, so what 
can I do? 


Christine Moore, 
Chelmsford. 


A challenge for all you professionals who 
are faced with the same problem! If 
you've any ideas, write to me and I'll try 
to print them. 


PRIZEWINNERS 

Here are the results of the Thunder- 
birds Competition of issue 19. The 
ten winners each receive a Duprez 
et Cie dress and a pair of Clarks 
shoes! The winners are: 


Valerie Wilkins, Hereford; 
Elizabeth Dhillon, Liphook; 
Olive Long, Wallsend; Christine 
Read, Felixstowe; Pauline 
Martin, Coventry; Melanie 


Boothroyd, Cleckheaton; Mich- 
elle Wells, Wigston; Janet Lyle, 


Plymouth; Susan Houston, 
Castleford; Diana Eaton, 
Manchester. 


The correct answer, in order, was 
Scott, Virgil, Alan, Gordon and 
John. Age, neatness and originality 
of sentence completion were also 
taken into consideration by the 
judges. 
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A micro-film of the 
names of every Euro- 
pean U.N.C.L.E. agent 
has been stolen by 
Thrush schoolgirls. 
Napoleon, sent to 
England with Illya, 
tries to climb the 
school wall, but is | 
caught by an electric 
shock... 
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THE THRUSH GIRLS GET 
TO WORK, IN THEIR 
PROFESSIONAL MANNER ! 
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BEGINS THIS WEEK... A NEW SERIAL STORY FROM LADY PENELOPE’S TOP SECRET FILES! 
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= ELLO THERE! You gonna be 
here long?” 

The words bounced off the 
green-clad rocky Devon shore-line 
and echoed a dozen times. Linda 
Tyrell, at the wheel of the four-berth 
cruiser Flamingo, gave a quick glance 
at the boy standing on the quayside 
fifty yards away and then gave all 
her attention to her father who was 
in the bows hooking a rope through 
the ring of a  seaweed-festooned 
buoy. 

The slight sea swell pulled the 
cruiser’s bows round. She saw her 
father’s hand wave and quickly cut 
the engine. The manilla rope through 
the buoy ring took up the strain and 
Flamingo swung slowly to the ebb 
tide. 

“Hey, Flamingo! Gonna be here 
long?” came the call again. 

Linda, twelve years old, was 
wearing jeans and an old yellow 
oilskin reefer jacket. A salt-stained 
peaked cap sat on her short brown 
curls. She knew the boy on the quay 
thought he was calling to a boy... 
not a girl, 

“Be here till morning at least,” 
yelled back Linda, cupping her hands 
to her face. ““We’re not in the way, 
are we?” 

Dad came aft and squeezed past 
her down into the tiny cabin where 
her mother was already brewing 
coffee. 

“If we are in the way, tell him 
we're stuck or something . . . because 
we're not going to move again for 
anyone until I’ve had my coffee,” 
he grinned. 

But the boy on the quay stood 
silently, watching her as she tidied up 
the ropes strewn all over the decks 
and put an extra hitch on the mooring 
line. Out of the corner of her eye she 
could see he was tall, about fourteen, 
with yellowy hair. He had canvas 
shoes and a chunky sweater. 


HEN the boy’s voice echoed 
round the tiny harbour again. 

“You’re a girl!” 

“Makes it sound like some sort of 
crime,” Linda thought, making a face. 
Aloud she yelled: “So what?” 

That made him think. Eventually: 
“So nothing. 1 just mistook you for 
a boy at first ... you handled your 
boat pretty well, I suppose. Not many 
girls could have brought her in like 
that.” 

Linda grinned. “We're having 
coffee. You can have some too if you 
like.” And then, a little startled by 
her own forwardness, she ducked 
down into the warm, stuffy cabin. 

“All right up top?” asked Dad, 
his nose stuck inside a large blue mug. 
“Doesn’t want us to shift, | mean?” 

“Tt’s just some boy being chatty,” 
explained Linda. “Don’t say you’ve 
drunk it all and left me out?” 
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Her mother pushed a large blue 
steaming mug towards her. “You 
know you never get left out,” she 
said. “And the sooner you get yourself 
washed, the less like a half-drowned 
mole you'll look, m/’girl!”’ 

Flamingo lay still and quiet at her 
mooring. 

“There'll be fog before nightfall,” 
forecast Dad. “We'll have to stay 
here until the morning tide now .. . 
so who’s volunteering to come ashore 
for stores with me?” 

“Not me,” said Linda quickly. 
She grinned at her mother. “I’ve 
got to stay and wash.” 

A tremendous bump followed by 
the patter of feet sounded from the 
deck above. 

“Great Zanzibar! What the heck’s 
that?” 

Dad lurched to his feet and tried 
to get to the companionway hatch 
just as a boy with a huge blue sweater 
and yellowy hair came down. 

“Oh, sorry. Er . . . came aboard 
for that coffee.” He looked round 


uncomfortably at Linda. “I. was 
invited . , . I’m Tim Perkins. My 
dad’s got The Golden Sail . . . the 


hotel in the village.” 


E VERYONE looked at everyone 
else and then Mum smiled. “Nice 
to have you aboard, Tim. You know 


Linda, of course . . . and we’re her 
parents.” 
Tim got his coffee and then 


everyone got on famously as Dad 
asked questions and Tim told him all 
about The Golden Sail Hotel and the 
village ashore. 

“Is there a good place for stores, 
Tim?” asked Dad, pulling on his 
oilskin slicker. “We need something 
of everything practically. We stocked 
up when we started our holiday four 
days ago but we’re down to the bread- 
crumbs now.” 

“The Golden Sail Hotel supplies 
everything,” Tim said modestly. “If 
you-tell my dad you know me, he’ll 
see you get all you want.” 

“Are you two going to stay here, 
then?” asked Mum. She’d run a comb 
through her hair and was looking 
quite glamorous, which made Linda 
feel really grubby. “We'll be away a 
couple of hours, I should think.” 

“Pll stay a little while if I may,” 
said Tim. “You know, look over the 
boat and all that. It’s a smasher.” 

Linda was glad he’d asked to stay 
because the cold sea fog was now 
creeping into the harbour, hanging 
little gauze sheets of the tops of the 
masts and making everything look 
ghostly. 

Dad launched their tiny blunt- 
ended dinghy and pushed away from 


_ the hull. “Better hang out a light 


on the mast-head as soon as we've 
gone,” he advised. “It’s coming up 
pretty thick!” 


Tim offered to do the job for her 
and while he hoisted the lamp to the 
mast-head, Linda went below and 
had her wash. It made her feel a lot 
better. Tim was nice. She liked him. 


T WAS ABOUT an hour later, and 

they were both on their third cup 
of coffee (Linda had made another 
pot) when Linda noticed how the 
yacht had started to roll. 

“Can’t be sinking or anything,” 
laughed Tim. “It’s just a swell 
coming in from the sea.” 

“I suppose so.” But all the same, 
Linda felt uneasy. “You... you were 
saying you help your dad at the 
hotel during the holidays?” She said 
it quickly. She didn’t want to seem a 
scaredy-cat. 

“I serve in the shop . . . do all sorts 
of things,” said Tim wisely. “You 
know, deliver stuff in the truck 
ands." 

Flamingo heeled over on her beam- 
ends, and a great slosh of water 
crashed down. the companionway. 
Linda screamed and they became 
wedged in the hatch as they both 
tried to get up on deck at the same 
time. 

Thick white mist lay over the sea 
and huge round-topped wedges of 
water slid black and oily towards 
them. Flamingo rose slowly to let 
them pass beneath her but every 
fourth or fifth wave seemed to hit her 
sideways and surge across the port rail. 

“Tim!” she yelled. He’d gone. 


H* came out of the mist, treading 
eat-like towards her. He trailed 
a frayed length of rope in his hand. 

“What's that?” 

“It was the mooring rope! Frayed 
... broken off!” 

It was the mist in her throat that 
made her catch her words. Linda 
hoped it was the mist. She hoped she 
wasn’t as frightened as she thought. 
“We're adrift?” The wesds came out 
very small. 

“Can’t have gone far.” He looked 
all around. “Cant see a thing,” he 
said. “‘Can’t hear anything, either. 
At least that’s good. | mean... 
we're not likely to bash on to some 
rocks. You’d hear the surf.” 

“We'd better do something,” said 
Linda. 

“Put some port and 
lights out,” nodded Tim. 
want to get run down.” 

She let him do all the work and 
when he’d finished he came and sat 
in the cabin with her. “Just have to 
sit and wait till the mist lifts,” she 
said. 

“Unless we can start the engine 
and head for somewhere?” 

“We could do that if we had a 
compass,” said Linda, forcing herself 
to sound cool and calm. “Only the 


starboard 
“Don’t 


compass is bust. Dad took it ashore 
with him to get it fixed.” 


Now it was nearly dawn. They’d 

both slept fitfully but had woken 
up sufficiently to hear the noise of 
the breakers. 

““We’re near the coast!” Tim leaped 
to his feet and rushed up on deck 
with Linda close behind. 

Not a hundred yards away they 
could just make out jagged black 
rocks with the sea hitting against 
them and sliding over the flat places 
like cold treacle. Flamingo was 
drifting quickly towards the rocks, 
sideways on. ; 

“Tl start the engine.”’ Linda flung 
herself at the cold metal controls. 
Tim, panting, helped her. Nothing 
happened. 

She tried again, desperately 
thumbing the self-starter. The engine 
suddenly broke into a tremendous 
roar... and at the same time, 
Flamingo hit the rocks and water 
came gushing up from out of the tiny 
cabin. It was horrible. 

Tim took her hand and gave it a 
squeeze. She felt safe with him as 
together they leaped into the surf. 
Behind them, Flamingo fell back on 
her side, sinking. : 

Bruised, breathless, Linda felt sand 
beneath her feet. Felt Tim pulling 
her hand, helping her clear of the 
water that clawed at her ankles, 
reluctant to let her go. 

“We-we’re safe,” he gasped. “I-I 
think there’s someone further along 
the beach. I heard voices. Looking for 
us, Lexpect...” 

Linda could only nod. She allowed 
Tim to pull her along, skirting rocks 
that threatened to cut her. 

“What's the matter?” Tim had 
stopped suddenly. Now he pulled 
her down behind one of the black, 
damp rocks, pointing ahead. 

There were three people on the 
beach ahead trudging slowly through 
the sand. Two of them were stumbling, 
carrying something heavy. 

Suddenly Linda wanted to scream. 
The burden the two men _ were 
carrying was a body. She could see an 
arm dangling loosely, fingers touching 
the sand every now and again. 

The third man, the one in the lead, 
turned and spoke rapidly to the 
others. He made a gesture and Linda 
saw something gleam in his hand. 

She looked at Tim. His face was 
pale in the dawn light, but he’d seen 
it too. 

“He’s got a gun,” whispered Tim, 
his lips close to her ear. “We-we’d 
better stay here . . . see what happens. 
I mean... & don’t think they’re 
out here to rescue us!” 

“No,” said Linda, ‘“‘nor do I!” 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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GIRLS 


Would you like to own 


LADY PENELOPE— 


The Doll of the YEAR! 


Well, you can! It's in your local 
toy shop NOW. 

With beautifully styled hair, this 
glamorous doll is II inches tall. Perfectly 


dressed—right down to the last detail— 
no LADY PENELOPE fan could resist her! 


ALSO AVAILABLE— 
a complete range of top fashion creations 
to dress her in. 


QUALITY 
‘OYS 


AND REMEMBER .. . 
TIN TIN Same size! Same price! 


(HURRY—Limited Supply) 


—_——$—$$_———— 
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YOUR FAVOURITE DOLL DESERVES 


If your. very best doll is 10” or 12”,tall, she can 
have beautiful furniture which has been speci- 
ally made for her! A marvellous modern side- 
board complete with cues ae ses, cutlery — 
everything she needs, in fact. ining-table and 
chairs, a bed she can really sleep in, with its own 
breakfast tray set for breakfast for one, a 
wardrobe for all her clothes, and a luxury 
_——— mings ae Fee a 
r your doll’s house—it’s n 
designed for your favourite doll to use! DINING TABLE 


Complete with full accessories 
for ‘dinner for four’ and four 
chairs with velvet finish seats 

36/1 1d. complece. 


SIDEBOARD 


With all accessories including 
cutlery and glassware 
: 19/f 1d. complete. 


_ WARDROBE 


Contains six hangers and built-in 
set of drawers. 24/lid. 


BED AND BREAKFAST TABLE 


Bed complete with polka dot bedspread, 
pillow and blanket. Breakfast Tray with 
“Breakfast for One’ accessories. 

29/1 1d. complete. 


DRESSING TABLE 


With flip type mirror and pul! out 
drawers plus vanity accessories , 
photograph and telephone. 
Complete with stool. 

7 11/6d. complete 


SEE IT AT YOUR LOCAL SHOP TODAY! | 
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Their ways are outmoded — but boy. are they loaded! 
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ROTECTING HER FACE FROM [i] 
PROTEC | DEAR ME. 


THAT CRY THE FLAMES, LADY PENELOPE 


CAME FROM ¥& RAISES A DAINTY FOOT... , , 4 CANNO7 GO ) 
BEYOND THIS - |W ; 
. ‘ 4 


IN THENCE / 


THE FLAMES ARE REDUCED TOA SMOLILDER — 
AND LADY PENELOPE REACHES THE GOVERNESS... THEY SOON FIND THE CONTROL 
| baie” TO OPEN THE WALL.. 
24 i | THAT HOPRID LITTLE MIAN ~ , ~ 
ap TOOK THE PRINCE THROLIGH 
TIS WALL... THERES A COME 
SEQRET Dooe LOMG, MY \ 
s$ DEAR... HE CAN'T ) 
BE TOO FAR 
Wa 


THE PASSAGE LEADS TOA 
IN A NEARBY HILLSIDE-.. 
AMAA... / SHIOLMLD THAIN K 
AN STEELMAN HAD A 
AP HANDY. AND FS ROAD 
4LOADS STRAIGHT PAST 
WHERE PARKER /S 
FISHING. 


it aul “i 

To. fe 
, 

nut eZ 


TAIANK- YOL, PARKER. 
THIS ROAD LEAOS TO 
MONTE CARLO. / THINK 
4 SHOUD GE ABLE 

7 CATHAY AAT 
IN UME. 


OVER THE 
SRIOGES 


RIGHT-O, 
MLADY... HLL 


Maser? 


HES TURNING 

OFF FAITE ROAD. 
IES +IEAPING fj 
FOR THE : 
COLLEY 


Tey Las 


ray, 


11 
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LADY PENELOPE INVESTIGATES 


DONOVAN 


RASPING the large brass gargoyle by 

its head, I knocked twice on the 

immaculate door. Any sounds of activity 

within were drowned by the roar of lorries 

thundering past on their way out of 
London. It was hot. 

Silently the door opened and a female 
finger beckoned me inside. The finger 
belonged to Mrs. Kozak, wife of Donovan’s 
manager. Her hair hung down to her 
waist and she was wearing a strange 
garment that looked like an army blanket 
edged with coloured tassels. 

A tiny kitten with a turquoise bead 
pierced in its ear stared me hard in the 
eyes. I stared back. 

“Oooh, sweet,” said Mrs. Kozak in an 
accent I couldn’t identify. She swept the 
kitten out of Donovan’s arm and dis- 
appeared. 

I was left facing the famous Donovan, 
wandering minstrel of the twentieth 
century, poet-and-pop star, prey of 
comedians, symbol of freedom to de- 
pressed teenagers. I don’t know what I had 
expected—a pimply youth, perhaps, with 
a protruding chin and dirty jeans, snapping 


his fingers and talking about flowers and 
sunsets. But whatever it was, I was 
mistaken. 

Quietly he introduced himself, smiled, 
and led the way into his manager’s lounge. 
His Chicago-style suit, with its gangster- 
lapels, clashed a little with the elegance of 
the Kozaks’ reproduction furniture. He 
didn’t seem to mind. 

Donovan settled down on a high backed 
couch, which for some mystical reason 
was the only object to be covered with a 
dust sheet. 

“Why has the couch got a dust sheet 
on it ?” I asked. 

“To keep the dust off,” he answered 
patiently. 

Donovan was born in Glasgow in 1946, 
but moved to the south of England when 
he was still quite young. Discovered play- 
ing in a club in Southend, he struggled 
with the other disc-makers to make a dint 
in the pop charts. 

“Anybody that wants to make a record 
should be allowed to do it, without having 
to go through all the shark-infested waters 
of show-business,” he said. He seemed a 
little bitter about the way he had been 
maltreated by managers, publicists and 
recording companies at the beginning of 
his career. But his present manager is one 
of his best friends and Donovan lives in a 
flat upstairs which he shares with another 
friend, Gypsy Dave. 

Enthusiastic about life and particularly 
about the ‘young’ generation, Donovan is 
sure that the world, on the whole, is 
getting better and better. “People are less 
frightened to do the things they want to 
do. They’ve got more courage.” 

We chatted on in the cool room, dis- 
cussing his future, his plans and his hepes. 
Mrs. Kozak came in with glasses of iced 
orange and left again. Mr. Kozak, a short, 
tanned man with short, dark hair, came 
and left. The telephone rang and Donovan 
talked on. 

He is a highly intelligent, sensitive and 
thoughtful person. I’m sorry that, for me, 
his records don’t do him justice. 
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Here's your free 
\oUNa, Ing Pin poo Ing Auing 
fultling 2 e007 ling whizzing. a ee 
Wonder Ball 


Wonder Ball bounces here, there and everywhere. 
Wonder Ball bounces higher and faster than 

any ball you ve ever had—and you can have 

one free! Sugar Puffs are giving away 100,000 

of these amazing new balls. All the details of 
how to get yours are on the special packs 

of Sugar Puffs—in the shops now! So have 
yourself a ball-free from Sugar Puffs. 


Send for your free 
Wonder Ball today-from 


Sugar Puffs 


es av the honeyest cereal of them all 
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Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown... and are now lost in space! 


agers oe CLIMBING] [SURDENLY..| SOO agers 


THE STEEP CLIFFS... _ 


Tim are helping the Tevorans 
recover a highly prized stone 
stolen by the evil Serons. The 
twins have been given trans- 
former phones to enable them to 
change shape simply by con- 
centrating their thoughts. They 
land on the Serons’ island .. . 


| On the planet Nephor, Tam and 


LEL76 GET 

THE BOAT OUT 

OF SIGHT, TAM, 

THEN WE CAV CE 

OUP BEARINGS FROM 

THE MAP WMAP 
CAVE US. 


THEN TIM REMEMBERS HIS OWN THOUGHT 
PHONES...AND THEIR AMAZING POWERS... | | 


: FIM - WAST? 

PM FHOOUCKHT 

1 PHONES HAVE COT 

CAUBHIT YP../ 
—t 


be 


y SS RK Se \\y 
MAKE Foe 


WAY CIPN'T 


(71/177 Cte OMe) i 
ANCES 7 THU OF TT) REFOREFP 


GET REALY FO HANG }, 
ON, 7AM?! (22 CHANGE LY/)) 


WMVEBELE V7O... ihe Z 


THE MUVIKUCER SB ~ 
WiLL NO?” CET FAP: 
BORG bill. REWARDED 
ME WELL FOR 

STOPFUIVO THIEN. 


———<——«—- 


y” 
A 


\\ 
JE COr7- 
MY PHONES ! NOW 
ie <E7-S GET AWAY | 
RM OOM AERAE, 7M! oe 
ial 


a 
07 oie tae 
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WEZIOVEZ: 


Fab Club goes sight - seeing 


ADY Peneiope calling FAB Agents 

everywhere who are on holiday or 
about to go on holiday. Equipped with 
cameras, maps, sun-glasses and 
binoculars, FAB Ciub has toured the 
country noting down the holiday _ 


COMING 
EVENTS 


Edinburgh Festival bet- 
ween 21st August and 10th 
September. Festival of 
drama, bagpipes and kilts. 
National Town  Criers’ 
Championship, Hastings, 
Sussex — 20th August — 
some amazing perform- 


ances from local com- 
petitors ! 
End of August: Cowal 


attractions. So wherever you go t Highland Gathering, Dun- 


summer—there should be som g Pe, oon, Argyllshire; Ross-on- 
mentioned here that is nea enoui for gaara. Wye Regatta, Hereford- 
you to visit! Pe eee shire; Dartmouth Royal 
: Regatta, Devon. su¢ 6 

gin 2. a og 


... the cry goes up every- 


where. Suddenly, you 
find the days getting a bit 
too long. What to do? 
Here are some sug- 
gestions: 

ANIMAL LOVERS 
can help out at the 
stables at Foal Farm, 
Biggin Hill, Kent. A 
rescue centre for un- 
wanted animals, spare 


hands to help groom 
horses and feed kittens 
are always welcome. 

& CAR ENTHUSI- 


ASTS can watch 
the ‘birth’ of a motor 


. . . the Feast of St. f car from beginning 
Wilfred in Ripon, York- to end at Vauxhail 
shire. On the Saturday Motors, Luton, Bed- 
before August Bank j fordshire. ‘Phone 
Holiday there is a fair ri Luton 21122. 

a CREATIVE 


in the Market Square 
and a musical procession 
through the city. 


people can attend 
pottery classes at 
the Chelsea Pottery, 


FAB FACES 


‘ : ‘FC netive ee : 13, Radnor Walk 
-. . ‘Swan Upping’ in --: Festival of Flowers A gee ‘a ' : ri 
July on ae River at Winchester Cath- 5: : oo sane Pree Chelsea. Children's 

Or the Sandra Roberts, Gillian Skinner, Caroline Thorpe, Eryl Jones, membership fee for 


edral, Hampshire, 15th- 


s 


Thames. This old 17th Jul Oakham. London. Southampton. Conway. one year is 3} gns. 
custom takes about a 17th July. 
week to complete. Royal Tournament 


Official swan-markers— 
dressed in gold-braided 
uniforms—go upstream 
from London Bridge to 
Henley-on-Thames 
marking all the cygnets 
on their beaks’ to 
distinguish ownership. 


AROUND THE RESORTS 


— displays by armed 
forces, Earls Court, 
London, between 13- 
30th July. 

eae Berwick-upon- 
Tweed, Northumber- 
land, 21st July: Crown- 
ing of the Salmon 
.in Northern treland Queen. 
on the 12th of July, the 
Battle of the Boyne 
(1690) is re-enacted as a 
mock fight in Belfast 
and many other towns. 


AROUND THE RESORTS 
$140S34 FHL GNNOUY 


Torquay: world famous caves at Kents Cavern, adults 2/6, 
children 1/3. 

Babbacombe: model! village and model railway, adults 2/6, 
children 1/-. 

Blackpool: Billy J. Kramer and Adam Faith at South Pier 
and Cilla Black and the Bachelors at the A.B.C. Theatre. 

Gt. Yarmouth: Gerry and the Pacemakers and The Silkie 
at The Aquarium. 

Manchester isn’t exactly a holiday resort, but at Queen’s 
Park Art Gallery there is a fascinating exhibition of old 
toys, dolls and playthings from the past. And should you 
just happen to be touring the States this summer, you 


ihe 


could bump into Herman, who’s doing the same! 
set, London, E.C.4., England, in co-operation with A.P. Films (Merchandising) Ltd., London Coliseum, St Martins Lane, London, W.C.2., Englan 
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1 


when the 
pot medical 


seriously wounded this morning when an attempt 
The Senator was on a State visit to Mars, and 
An ambulance was called at once, while the 


sertously wounded man was given on the s 


The Senator stumbled and then fell forward on to 
aid by a policeman. 


As Olsen attempted to get into his hovercar and 
begin o tour of the Martian capital, three shots rang 
the road, clutching desperately at his chest. 


ORLD Senator for Scandinavia, Thor Olsen, was 
out from a nearby building 


had just visited the Kahra Stote For, 


on his life was made by Bereznik agents 
assassin struck. 


W 


gurt dtr the ara jerse 1 ag 
ment operation's: 


LoL erie oe - 
Berkzeseb 
OO et Faget abs 
> ests resse. 
— wo ral _ ae ey 
hg eebee E 
Sa oer 
= © 423 33 Se 
. g 

oe ets 
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under way on 


was given an immediate operation. 
ew hours ago was reported to be 


Within seconds Senator Olsen was rushed to 
Tonight on all-out manhunt is, 


His condition a f 
Mars for the gunman. 


hospital where he 
grove. 


Onl 


Dollars in 


0 M 


STOP PRESS! 


Latest news from the fashion front: girls everywhere— 
getting into print . . . hot news-sources reveal their 
dresses are made by ANGELA SMALL! You too can 
scoop the fashion world . . . small type style has inverted 
pleat at front and comes in sizes 18’ to 28’. Large type 
style comes in sizes 30’ to 38”. They cost from approxi- 
mately 42/- and 65/- respectively and are made in quality 
Tootal fabric with black and white print insets. Both are 
fully lined. Stockists for both dresses include Sue 
Austin, Wilmslow and Brown's, Chester. The large type 
dress is also available at Gay Junior, Hemel Hempstead, 
and the small type dress at: Bentall’s, Kingston; Joyce- 
Heron, Paignton, and Pepita of Norwich. 


Name these famous fairy-tale characters 


...AND WIN AN 
ANGELA SMALL DRESS! 


For this competition—with TEN dresses to be won— 
all you have to do is to identify four well-known story- 
book personalities from the clues provided. They are all 
famous throughout the world and loved by children and 
grown-ups alike. 


Here are the clues: 


(a) she became involved in a rather crazy tea-party! ,... 
(b) he's the boy who never grew up! eker Por 

(c) she had two ugly step-sisters! « lereN\a 

(d) she pricked her finger on a spinning wheel! 5/<¢) 


When you have recognised all the characters from 
these hints, write their names down on the entry coupon 
alongside the appropriate letter. So that if you think 
that ‘the boy who never grew up’ is Tom Thumb, write 
Tom Thumb alongside (b) on the coupon and so on. 
Then neatly fill in your name, address, age and size of 
ANGELA SMALL dress you would like if you are one of 
the winners, and complete the sentence “I like fairy- 
tales because..." 


Finally, post your entry to the address at the bottom of 
the coupon to arrive NOT LATER than Tuesday, July 
19th, 1966. 


6 

RULES: Do not enclose a STAMPED, ADDRESSED 
ENVELOPE, PHOTOGRAPHS, QUERIES OR CORRES- 
PONDENCE with your entry. Entries which do so will 
automatically be disqualified. In choosing the winners, 
the judges will also take age, neatness and originality of 
sentence completion into consideration. The Editor's 
decision is final and legally binding and no correspon- 
dence can be entered into regarding it. Winners will be 
notified by post within three weeks after closing date, 
and their names printed in LADY PENELOPE as soon as 
possible. The rules for this competition are the same as 
those printed in previous issues of LADY PENELOPE 
and a FULL LIST OF THE RULES is available if a SELF- 
ADDRESSED STAMPED ENVELOPE IS SENT TO 
THE ADDRESS ON PAGE TWO. 


trea ase celal a ac taal en el iN ay ere es a Cw ares patio lg 


FAIRY-TALE COMPETITION 


I 

I 

I 

POMP IU 2s cass ao cay msaaearadae Weta Saree Bg | like fairy-tales because 
; ee OS as FL cae EN aca. cdaiundimeanads 
I 

I 

1 BABE secertiee t= ligt cee 
| have identified the story-book cece (limit 10 words) 
i characters as: 

I (8) 1 ie Ge or ea es If | am one of the ten 
1 winners, | would like an 
I ( (2) Meyer rcos Pree Res ore eR ee ANGELA SMALL dress in 
I 2 ice ea el ENR ee BS pre 
| Ce) eS OARS pot oe eerlery regres 

I ; POST TO: FAIRY-TALE 
I |<) FER oe, A ane HRC een COMPETITION, 317, HIGH 
i HOLBORN, LONDON, 
: W.C.99. 


There's always magic in the air when the enchanting Samantha is around! 
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a — sen AE ern 

Hl, HONEY! MEET OLBBIE 

NELEON ... BAVE'E Ok? NEW BAe OID? 

CLIENT'S CALGAHTER, AND / BAC } re ge rion 7 i os 

WE'D LOOK AFTER HER WHILE / tae 
THE NELSONS WENT 7O i= MOVES. 

THE THEATRE, 


/o, HELLO pies 

EVERYONE. DELIGHTED \ 
TO HELP. LEAVE 

ees DEBBIE TOME! _ 


Pn 


Po OW HONEY, 
fs BUT AUNT CLARA? 

| BOING TO BABYSIT FOR 
TABATHA SO / THOUGH, 


SATE COLULILO (NCL COE, 
CE BBIE,TOO, 


‘6AM AND DARRIN DEPART... 
J UPTO BED w"wiTr/’ yOU, 
PEAR, AND AUNT CLARA \ 


W/LL 8S/N@ YOU JO SLEEP 
WITH AMEE LLLLABY/ 


|LULLABY FAILS 
TO LULL... | 


\ FE SB a Z OH, DEAR / 
BUT AUNT CLARA'S | | & / ee \ ( THATE NOT QL//TE) 
YOU REALLY : kK 
MUST DOZE OFF, DEBBIE 
LET ME SEE...” SANOMAN } 
COME, PENNE AND A 
S FRI ce 


a, WHAT (MEANT / 


| oor, . 
| ( COOOQKIF! THE 
4 \.. BSEASIOE’ /_ >> 
{fi Pa a a " — “T \ 
\ 1] AY Tw, \p/) 
} : 4 / \ ; 
b \ i/ AY I 
— —— — er é | 1 5 qr en 
OM, WELL, / | WRONG SPELL AGAIN...| 7 T 
CAN CLEAR /7 ALE PUZZLE . - r\\ 
HIG 1G FUN, UP LATER. AT LEAST }\ ANO FLAND, MAKE | 4° CEE, THIS 
BLT / WANTA } TANASE LL MAKE / PROPER BANE... ; \ {163 BETTER THAN 
BUCKET AND THE DARLING / | ile as 
¢ VREO...° 4 | 


SLADE / 
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a 
/0. PHEW! AT 
LEAST THIS 18 MORE 
: CNWL1B ED f 


/ SLAVES FoR 
| (WE MARKET AT 


AN? FRO, ARABS 


GO/ ea THE CAMELS / —~ 


BRING BACK THE 
CAMELS / 


“ 


AUNT CLARA 
R TRIES TO... 


QUICK! ON 
THIS! HOME, BROOM- | 
FLY ANO ZOOM / 


. NOW DONT 

FRET, DEAR! YOULL 

S00N BE SAFELY 
TUCKED UP IM 
BEO AGAIN / 


‘CAMELS, WOT \ AN! 
CANMIBALE!/ 


~~ 
i 
CY _ VEEOW! / \ 
a S66 /7, BU7 / DON'T 
Ze BELIEVE /T 
— =< __— =F 


az a a 


[ MEANWHILE... | = 
ie 2 nt lh th a 

[= 60Y, 5AM... WHAT 2 
ean AFAR FETCHED FILM ! IMAGINE... 


ARABS, CANNIBALS AND A GIANT jo al ae — 
GORILLA , ALL ROLLED INTO oe : Ie ‘ — 
ONE. WHAT A JOKE / ILL BE GLAD F223 —~ 
70 GET HOME TO \=> 3 [= » | 

GOME NORMAL pond 

PEACE AND ms 
QU/ET / ae “Hl 
"|| MM SHowns || 4 H ; 

BiG i! ; | j | 

Pe etaam f i} | 1! 

ADVEN Ture 1] | 

Ay | 

y 1A! d 1] 

i | | | 

J; } | J} = 

Ww) 5 l= BN _| 

\ i — ~X 

\ / a pL = a ead 

% SI ‘Sy on,04/ 

oy cc a ) \ AUNT CLARA...) | 

OH: Bz... BOTHER ALNT SS a\\U8 paige . = sgl ii 


HELLO, (WAS S/ST 


GOING 70 CLEAR CLARA ...742 
LIES, 


pf ~s } er ee tar <== [ONE TWICHOFHEE NOSE AND| 
fe eet i=; S SAMANTHA VANIGHES THE LOT... | 
hn | » a = \ | = tor ee = a 


ete 
aN mee Sites ” "THERE YOU ARE, 


- 


yp, QAREIN BEGIN WHERE 
Me, THAT CANMIBAL LEFT 
YY \ OFF. / THINK HE'O GOT 
OAM GPA 
. UGE1". 
b= 


WAAH/ 
| THEY VE GONE! \~ 
| 4 WANT AUNT 
\ CLARA .../ LL TELL | 
\ MY DAG! 


ik OS Se sea 
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IM THEIR SILENT WORLD, MARINA AND HER FATHER MEET NEW DANGERS... 


MARINA HAS GONE 
TO A SUNKEN TEMPLE 
TO GET A TABLET OF 
STONE FOR APHONY. 
GUDDENLY, A GIANT 
SQUID SEIZES HER... 


EUT MARINA AN? APHONY 
HAVE VISCOVERED THAT 
A THEY CAN COMMUNICATE 
BY THOUGHT 


t STS CRUGHING 
ME... THERE /S NO 
ERCAPE... o—. 
MARINA 1S /M AWFLIL 
DANGER. / MUST CALL 
MY PEOPLE TO HELP’ ME 
SAVE HER. BU] HOW? / 
DARE NOT SPEAK / 


THERE COULD BE A SOLUTION. “~ 
JE MIAKINA CAN UNDERSTAND 
NY THOUGHTS), PERMAPE OTHERS 
CAN. 17 (8 MY OMLY HOPE / 


Yo WE 20, AUGATY AFHONY. 

WE CAN FEAP YOUR THOUGHTS. 
BUT WE ARE MEN OF PEACE... 
WE HAVE NO WEAPONS / 


WE MUST HURRY 72 
THE SUNKEN TEMPLE. 
LO YOU ii yc! TAN? 


Ep sao ans yo 
THERE ARE see ~ 


ANP VEHICLES (N THE 
FPACIFICAN MIUSEUM?! 


THE MUSEUM HOUSES 


THE RELICS OF 
PACIFICA'’S FAST... 


Wy | (USE OF THESE * 
ANCIENT WEAPONE. 
/ Witl LEAP 21K 4 


OF OUR STRONGEST 
MEN. COME... TIME 


BUT THE FEARFUL CREATURE 
I¢@ APPROACHING ITS LAIR... 


a iY a 
a... CARRYING THE NOW ZENCELESS Be 
Laem MARINA TOWARDS THE DEEP 
= j BLACKNESS OF DIGASTER... ; 


ey Bs aE a oe Leen Ly Oe oe eg eae Eee aE ~ LADY PENELOPE July 16, 1956 


